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O time on serious things, and then he would   CHAP. off  in   haste,   as   fearing   cerebral   agitation.   J^^ before he left St. John's Wood for Brighton, up to see him one afternoon.   He explained n you grow old, gardens and trees make but company;   what you need are the winds, light and cloud, the wild tossing of the the  forces of nature,  in their living com-All  this  he  sought  as  time passed  in  a home in the eastern shore of Brighton. 1902  he  published  a little  fragment  opening tle admission common to the old, that for years watching the unfolding buds in the spring, at dawn by the song of the thrush, the arose   whether  ever  again   either   of these would greet his eye or ear.   Then he goes c After    contemplating the inscrutable relation brain and consciousness,  and finding that get no evidence of the existence of the last the activity of the first, we seem obliged to u.lsh the thought that consciousness continues pliysical organisation has become inactive.   But m_s a strange and repugnant conclusion that with ^jssation of consciousness at death, there ceases any knowledge of having existed.   With his last i   it becomes to each the same thing as though ci never lived."   This moving hint of difficulties i carding the accepted tradition in that solemn a  was due to the impression made upon him certain    new   speculations   upon   Space.   The iX"Ies of the objects presented to our senses, he may be explained by Creation or by Evolution, riieist and Agnostic must agree in recognising >j~operties  of  Space  as  inherent, "eternal,   un-me with me. He was always .extremely cordial, and evidently fond of brief companionship. We only touched fromse thehe changes in moral history wasth with manful clearness, "tod have found comfort in a firm calculation of the conditions. . . . We will not attack you as Voltaireerity of those he was among in their prayers. But we will talk over the merits of the case. haveblaze of living light,
